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atisfied tone, as Mrs. Cranston seat- |

herself. “We had a lot of trouble
in the summer at a lawn party,
ing to some people hearng them
es talked about., There was a
ayv pair on that side and a couple of
maids on this one. The lovers were
plly silent, for reasons of
n, and they heand some things abonot
mselves that they didn't like. Yes,
~ant to talk to you about Lydia™
1 kpew it cried the visitor, laying

from |

Kit- |
after- |

‘e stroll- '_
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Miss Cosby !

their !

hands on Mrs. Cranston's arm |

ting idown beside her. "She's‘
% marry the governor, and you
t 11 to help prepare for the event.”
shook bher head and

_ with # lengthy explanation of
e existing state of affairs, in which
the name of George Buckley appeared
often as that of Governor Telfare,
“Now. vou see the fix we are in™
A{rs. (Cranston ended.

The young lady was silent, her fair
Lrow wrinkled, “Why, Mrs. Cranston,
it's ,._-;1,‘1])‘ awfull” she said aﬂer a
pause. It will never do for it to go
on llke this, It will be ruinous. Has
the child Jost her reason? Why, if he
js as bad as you say, how on earth
does he happen to be in—in good so-
clety—even here?”

“Perhaps | am not quite fair to him,”
Mrs, Cranston admitted, “or to Lydila
either. in not mentioning what has real-
Iy wen in his favor. In the first place,
he ig by far the best educated and
most refined young man in the place;
Lbis employer sent him off to college
and gave him extraordinary advan-
tages: then he-happens to be a great
reader, and Lydia Is, too, you know—
yes, he has most remarkably polished
mannuers and is decidedly good look-
ing.”

“(ih, and you put that last! How
ridiculous!” Miss Cosby laughed mer-
rilv :nd then suddenly subsided, for
her hostess was looking at her with a
pained expression.

“It's no laughing matter, Kitty. We
are in an awful fix. You know how
headstirong Lydin is, and if she were
just to get the idea that we were op-
posing her she’d be worse than ever.
S I knew your influence would be
goodd,  You will bring her back to the
associations, and in an indireect
way you ean show her the socilal ad-
vantgges of marrying Governor Tel-
fare.”

“Oh, 1 ean do all that,” sald Kitty,
“andd i she i8 pnot already in love with
tlis nondescript I'll bring her to
her senses, But tell me about him—
that's the main thing. What's he like?
How does he conduct himself? Why,
[ can’t imagine a—a son of a common
thief, a lowborn mountaineer, a penni-
less boolkkeeper, being even for a min-
ute on a social footing with the only
child of Mnjor Cranston—even if you
are living in the backwoods, out of all
creation
on a island together 1 should
think”"—Kitty was displaying her fine,
even teeth in a jovial smile—*‘that the
very waves wonld throw up a sort of
barrier.”

“The religious element here governs
evervihing,” returned Mrs, Cranston,
with a patient smile, *‘These good,
Christian people would think we were
awfully stuck up if we refused to ad-
mit a worthy young man to our house
just his father had gone
wrong: besides, he had established him-
self his father's trouble. We
simply drifted into the situnation, and
things went on till now we don't know
where we stand. But to be perfectly
fair to him, Kitty, he's simply a maseu-
line marvel. When I began to fear
him 1 began to wateh for vulnerable
places in his makeup, but I've found
precions few, [ tell you—precious few.
You know T've seen good society, if
any Virginia woman has, and I'm go-
ing to tell you that I bave never met a
more polisbed man in all my life—no,
sir, not in Richmond, nor Boston, nor
Charleston. He has actually made me
biush with shame. 1 remember once I
disputed his word about one of Bal-
zac's beroes, only to have him prove
that 1 was wrong a few minutes later
In the nicest manner.

“He happened to be dining here, too, |
one night when Bishop Page stopped
over with us on his way to Florida.
There were several young men pres-
ent, among them Tarpley Dandridge,
who belongs to one of the very oldest
families in Georgia and is considered
the catch of the county. Well, he sat
there like a stick in the eushion of his
chair and let Mr. Buckley conduct the
entire conversation with the bisliop. In
fact, Bishop IPnge simply directed most
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really was an intelleectual treat. He
tripped the bishop up twice, and the
old maun tushed, but langhingly ad*
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L when I was back in Rich

mond, and your aunt Ty bad thal
young English lord to dinner, 1 watch
ed everything he did and noticed thal
he dropped his napkin in bis chall
when he left the table. [ have since
learned that it is quite customary VVer
there. We don't do it, you know, but
really they would look nicer 1D the
chairs than a lot of linen wads stuck
about among the finger bowls and
salad dishes. They would be less Sug
gestive of the lavatory of a crowded
sleeping car early in the morning.

Kitty Cosby drew a full breath wheu
Mrs. Cranston paused. .

“And on top of all that you say hes
good looking,” she said, with a pretty
smile. “Well, I'll tell you, you'd bet
ter send me back to Richmond. MYy
folks have certain vague matrimonial
plans for me, and [ don’'t know whether
I'm safe here or not. I always did love
to kick over the traces.”

“Oh, do be senslble, Kitty!"”

“Well, you certainly have got trouble
ahead,” said the girl, more seriously.
“Lydia would hate to cause discord Ip
the family, I know, but nine girls oul
of ten would fall dead in love with that
sort of man under those circumstances,
and they would want to stick to him
too.”

“Oh, Kitty, how could we—how could
we possibly write back that our only
child was to marry a man like that!
What would the Parsons, the Wood:
burys, the Delmars, think? And Aunt
Hallie, who at once gets the particu-
lars, and if the name were not down ip
Bishop Meade's “Old Families and
Churches” she'd have a fit. It won'l
do, Kitty; it won't do. Something has
got to be done.”

“Yes, but what?” said the girl. “You
can count on me. I'll earn my board
while I'm here if I possibly can. How
does Governor Telfare like his rival?”

“He's simply crazy, Kitty. He 18
just at the age to want to do things
in a hurry too. Folks say he never
cared for his dead wife, and I suppose
this is really his first love affair. He
confided in me and said he simply
could not bear a refusal. Then, just
as I have explained to you, 1 told him
what we feared in regard to Lydia’s
sympathy—I called it that—for George
Buckley and advised him to handle
her cautiously. He turned as white as
a sheet, and his proud, thin lip cuiled
like an angry dog's.

“‘Do you mean to tell me, Mrs.
Cranston,” he said, ‘that L have a rival
in that man, the son of a Georgia con-
viet—I, thie only living Telfare in the
line—I, who have been honored by my
state as the Telfares before me have
been honored? Am I to meet on equal
ground, under the roof of the most
aristocratie family of the Old Domin-
fon, a man of that rank?

“I was awfully frightened over his
manner, but I simply held _to the
ground that Lydia had a good heart
and was loyal to her unfortunate
friends, and that if he wanted to lose
her by being imprudent and rousing
her anger 1 should feel that I had
given him due warning. He cooled
down a little, and my talk didn't do the
cause a bit of harm, for he simply
dogged Lydia's footsteps all the rest
of his visit, and when he went back to
Atlanta he sent her fully $50 worth of
roses. The major says I ought never
to have mentioned George Buckley's
name to him--that Governor Telfare is
A most dangerous man, with a violent
temper. He says he'd actually be
afraid to have the two men meet here,
but I wouldn't. Buckley is a brave
man, I've no doubt, but I'd venture
anything that he'd control himself un-
der any circumstances.”

When the two ladies had gone back
to the house and parted in the big hall
Miss Cosby turned into the parlor,
where our heroine sat at the piano,
idly running her hands over the keys.

“] declare, you are a lucky girl, Lyd-
fa,” said Kitty.

“To have you with me. dear, in this
quiet place?" smiled Lydia, looking up.

“No.” The visitor bent over the
gpeaker. “Guess again”

“I"'m not good at guessing. It's tire-
some, like playing whist when one is
out of practice.”

“Lydia, every girl in our set simply
went wild when we heard about the
marked attentions you were receiving
from Governor Telfare. You Eknow
there are piles and piles of marriage-
able girls in the south and very, very
few voung, unyoked governors.”

“That's quite true,” said Lydia, with
a noncommittal smile. _

“It would be nice, dear,” went on
Kitty. “‘to be the mistress of that man-
sion in Atlanta and preside at every
in the town. Thal's

| about the nearest approach we maks

Idly running her hands over the keys.

to royalty, you know. Geodness knows,
if I had the money I'd buy me an earl.”

Lydia bowed her head over the keys
and laughed merrily, “It wouldn't be
bad, would it—the Atlanta house, I
mean?"

“I should say not.” Miss Cosby was
trying to probe the laugh.

“Look here, Kitty,” Lydia sald, sud-
denly rising and laying her hands on
Miss Cosby's shoulders and pressing
them down firmly. “Take my advice
and turn in and have a good time while
you are here and don’t waste a minute
fooling with mamma's plots. She's as
transparent as a pane of glass, and so
are you, darling. Transparency is con-
tagious. You used to be harder to see
through.” »

“The idea!" Miss Cosby said. “Why.
Lydia, you silly goose”— But she
seemed unable to defend herself against
the implied charge and could only re-
peat, “The idea of such a thing!”

CHAPTER XVIIL

NE morning about the 1st of
December George was alone in
the office. He had just finished
writing some letters when Jeft

Truitt came in and stood near the
stove. He was a slender young man,
under twenty-five, short and frail look-
ing. His clothing was ragged and his
sandy bair unkempt. Buckley looked
at him and smiled. “Been getting your-
self into no end of rows over home,”
he remarked. *“My mother tells me
they sent you a death’s head the other
night, and your father said somebody
shot at you in the fieid.”

“That's all so, George,” said Truitt
gloomily. “I reckon I've been shootin’
off my mouth a little too much.”

“I really thought you had more sense
than to report that desperate gang over
there for moonshining,” said George
in a kindly tone,

“Wouldu't 'a’ done it ef I'd been
sober,” replied Truitt. *“They made
me mad when I was full, an' T done
'em all the harm I could.”

“Well, what are you going to do about
it, Jeff v’

“That's what I come to ax you,
George. Ma and pa are mighty nigh
cerazy about it, an’ I give "em my word
I'd come an’ ax yore advice. By gum,
they think they’ll go to you when they
die! Ef yon was me wonld you go
back over thar today, George? I—I
got another warnin' last night; in fact,
six or eight of 'emm was scattered all
about the place. 1 say warnin', but I
reckon they was wuss than that; they
was to pa an’ ma an’ said ef they
ketched me they wouldn't do a thing
to me.”

“Well, there's some consolation
that,” said George dryly.

“You know I hain’t afeard o’ any rea-
sonable number o' men,” said Truitt in
his whining voice, “but when a whole
regiment of 'em comes to drink a fel-
ler's blood I jest git rattled an® want
to make fracks, Ef I had my way,
though, I'd go back home an' defy "em.
but ma’s mighty nigh crazy."”

“No; yvoud better stay in town today
guywWay. Jeff,”  said DBnekley after a
moment’'s refiection. “Go up to the
Jolinston House and get vonr bireakfast
—take all yonr meals there while yon
are in town—I"ve vot an account there;
tell them to charese it to me. Stay in
town tonizght anyway. 1’1l see yvou to
morrow. I'm very busy tfoday. Do
you think the gang would dare follow
you heret"”

“They might, George. They raised a
rumpus here "about a year ago, you
know—whippin® niggers in Nigger-
town.”

Later in the morning Buckley met
the town marshal, Joe Batey, on the
street. The officer wore a broad brim-
med hat, a dark blue suit of clothes
with brass buttons and carried a po-
liceman’s club strapped to his wrist,
George gravely explained the situatiou
to him, but the officer refused fo con
cern himself in the matter.

“Look y' here, George Buckley,” he
guid. “Do you reckon I'm paid measly
town wages to do both town and coun-
ty work? Ef the Shel'l!‘f cayn't keep
down them riots over thar in the moun-
tains, I ecayn't. Fer $30 a month 1'm
expected to do police duty in daytime,
watchman at night an’ act as coroner
on special occasions. Besides, Jeff
Truitt's gettin® entirely too numerous.
Every time he gets full he wants to
gerateh some o them daredevils' eyes
out. He's a funny c¢hap, They =ay
when he's drunk he'd ficht a swarm o'
wildeats, but when he'd
s¢are at the sight of a baby popgun,
an’, on top o that, when he sobers up
he's so stubborn he'd die fore he would
apologize fer what he's done, What
you goin' to do with a man like that?
He's no ornament to the comnmnity.”

“Well, I only thought I'd let you
know the situation,” George smiled as
he walked on. *“All I want 1o do is to
the fellow’s neck.”

Genrge saw no more of Jeff Truitt
that day. He had some important cal-
culations to make in connection with
thie sale of certain large quantities of
eotton to mills in the east, and he was
closely occupied in his office till past
midnjght. When he had finished he
went to the front door of the ware-
house to get a breath of fresh air be-
fore retiring. He did not feel sleepy-
Such work as he had been doing usu-
ally had a contrary effect on him. Sud-
denly he heard a shout up the street
in the direction of the Johnston }IOtlfil?.
a revolver was fired, and 2 —'r‘.‘ﬂ FOBS
cried out, “Thar he goes, DO¥S:

This was followed by & clatter of
many feet on the brick gidewalk, a
storm of furious ejaculations and m,i'
fled oaths, and then & dark lm-mau bil-
low rushed down the street in Buck-
ley's direction. It Was a mob pursu-
ing Jeff Truitt |

Hardly gpowing why he did it |
GGeorge ran into his office and secured |
his big revolver from the drawer of his
desk and turned back quickly to the
door. He w=as just in time, for the
mob, numbering fifty or more, was nol

in

he's sober
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ten yards away. Panting and almost

out of Dreath, Jeff Truitt came bound
ing along ahead of them and just out
of their grasp. He was making for
the warehouse with the instinct that
there, and there alone, lay some chance
for escape. He gasped out something
to George and darted past him into the
warehouse,

“Halt!” George thundered, his re-
volver leveled at the man in the lead.
“Halt or I'll blow your brains out!"

The man fell back against those be-
hind him. and the surging mass came
to a sudden pause.

“Heigh! What's this?" panted a man
in the rear. “What's this?"

“It’s me,” said Buckley calmly. “That
boy has come to me for protection, and
he shall have it if I have to shoot six
of vou in vour tracks!”

“0Oh, thunder! Come off!" sneered a
man in the front. *Git out o’ the door,
Buckley, or we'll mash you flatter'n a
flitter.”

“The first man that tries to pass this
step dies as sure ag God's in heaven!"

There was & swerving back from the
weapon in Buckley's steady hand. 8i-
lence fell—a threatening silence. The
cocking of a revolver somewhere in
the crowd sounded clearly.

“That's right. shoot at me, you dirty
eoward,” said Buckley defiantly, “Here
I stand in the light, and I can't pick
you out in the dark. Shoot, you cow-
ardly sneak!”

“Put that gun down,” cried a deter-
mined voice in the throng. “You harm
George Buckley an’' I'll put daylight
through yvou."”

There was a sound of a struggle,
stifled oaths and the clash of a revolver
as it struck the pavement. It was fol
lowed by grumbling words, hot dis-
puting and—silence. :

“You are a set of cowards™ said
Buckley, “running like a pack of wolves
after a poor boy for what he said and
did when he was drunk. Now, cleat
out, the last one of vou! You know
who I am—and youn know if there is
any one of you, or any three, fhat want
to hold me responsible for this step
I'll be on hand. Has any one here any
row to pick with Jeff Truitf, then let
him speak up. TI'll represent him. I'm
in a fighting mood tonight and will
satisfy just as many as will apply.”

ZAn' he'll do it, too, boys.” said an | should not Tl the readers/of this

. paper that I am willing and able to

admiring voice.  “Buckley’'s got the
richt stuff in ‘im! Come on, let's go
home. George seems friendly to the
cuss, an’ any friend o' his is safe as
fur as I'm concerned.”

“Same here,” joined in another voice.
“Buck, yo're all right, but that's a
dern slack wad yo're takin' up fer, as
shore as yvo're knee high to a duck.”

“Well, he's my friend, and T'm his
mother’'s friend,” said PBuckley. “A
mob like yours shan’t send his corpse
howne to her if I ean help it.”

“He'd be about as much nse to 'er
that a-way as in his natural condition,”
Inuched a man near the front. “But
ef she hankers after “im, an' Buckley
wants 'im to live on, I'll withdraw my
claim, This is the sort of rabbit hunt
I don't much like nohow."”

A laugh rose and went round, It was
a favorable sign. George lowered his
revolver. “Go home, boys” he said
wearily. “I’'m sorry 1 spoke xs I did
just now. You are all my friends; 1
can see that. Good night.”

[TO BE CONTISUED.]

A Young Critie.

“Papa.” said the pastor's little girl,
watehing him constructing and revis-
Ing his Sunday sermon, “does God tell
you what to write?’ “Yes, my child,
God tells me.” “Then what do you
gerateh it out for?”

—_— - _——

HOW'S THIS?

We offer one Hunared Dollars Reward for
any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by
Hall's Catarrh Cure.

F.J.Cheney & Co., Toledo, O.

We the undersigned, have known F. J. Che-
ney for the last 15 years, and believe him per-
fectly honorable in all business transactions
and financially able to carry out any obliga-
tions made by their firm.

Walping, Eixnay & Marvin,
Wholesale Druggists, Toledo, O

Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken internally act-
ing directly upon the blood and mucous sur-
faces of the system. Price 75c. per bottie
Sold by all Druggists,

Take Hall’s Family Pills for constipation.

| years of the best part of

—
Gaining Rapidly.

The Boston Journal has been mak-
ing a remarkable record during the
past year. It has gained in circula-
tion every month in 1904 except April
and has today 55,000 net cicculation.

This means a growth of over 17,000
sales in the brief space of twelve
months, and shows how popular the
paper has become.

Although sold now everywhere for
1 cent it keeps up all the departmenta
that a 2-cent paper carries, havi
its usual strong editorial and Anancia
departments, its entertaining dram-

| atic and muosical department and a

whole page devoted to women and
women’s affairs, and edited by the
best women’s editors of New England.
Its lportin? department is

as remarkably good, and even those
who take othomjen find that they
turn to The Jo for the comments
and news that its columns carry om
the sports of the day.

growth in circulation has been
accompanied by a big growth in ad-
veruising, so that today The Bostom
Journal carries the advertising of all
the large stores in Boston.

A Lawyer Accused.

Colby Stoddard, a Barton Landing
lawyer, whose advertisement for the
collection of overdue accounts, bills,
notes, ete., appeared in the last issne
of the MONTTOR, has been accused of
being nunprofessional. The only
charge against him is that he adver-
tises his business in the local papers.
His own answer to this accusation is as
follows:

If it is wrong for me to advertise
my business, then I will plead guilty.
One branch of my business consists of
the general practice of law. The
other is making collections of overdue
bills, notes and accounts. The first I
do not advertise. Ilay no claim to
fame because of my legal ability. I
ask no man to trust his litigation to
me. A general law practice requires
much wisdom and dignity, and adver-
tising might show a lack of the re-
quired amount of dignity. Inthe col-
lection business however dignity is
not of so much importance. I have
found that ginger is better for collec-
tion purposes than dignity. Is pays

| larger dividends and gives better sat-

isfaction to my clients.
» There is no good reason why I

make their collections for them. The
churches advertise their Sunday serv-
1ces; banks advertise their ability to
invest your money; schools and

 colleges advertise their ability to

teach your children; doctors split
their practice and adveftise their

| specialty and even lecturers advertise

their ability to instruet and entertain,
and yet no one questions their ability
or dignity. Now I have spent eight
y life and
#1000 in cash to fit myself for my
work and it does not hurf Iny con-
ecience to tell the people of Orleans
county that I am now at their service
in making collections of overdue ac-
counts, and furthermore I will guar-
antee perfect satisfaction both in the
manner of my service and in the
amount of my charges and if I do not
succeed in making your collectioni
will make you no charge whatever.
Why should not so fair an offer be
communicated to the public?

Now what I have said of myself is
equally true of several other young
lawyers in Orleans county. I am oniy
one of the several. I would nave yon
bear in mind however that I have had
excellent suecess in making collec-
tions. The only reason why I should
have your collection business is that
I have asked you for it and have

| promised to guarantee satisfaction

both in services and charges. Let me

‘make your collections and you may

be the sole auditor of my charges.
CoLBY STODDARD,
Attorney at Law
Barton Landing, Vt , Jan. 16, 1905,

CARDBOARD AND
PHOTO. MOUNT

on sale at the Monitor office.

THE CITIZENS SAVINGS BANE AND TAUST CO.

of St. Johnsbury,
DEPOSITS July 1, 1904,

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS,

Deposits made on or before the 10th of January and July, and 5th of other
months draw interest from the first of the monétn.

Vt.
$1,839,793.90
145,000.00

If made afterwards, inter-

est commences the first day of the following month.

Interest will be credited to depositors on the first

days of Ja’nuary and

July of eaeh year at the rate of 3 1-2 per cent perannum

T his rate is Gruaranteed.

All taxee in this stute are paid by the bank on deposits of $2,000.00 or less. D:posits are

received in the sumslof $1°00 to $2,0.0.00,
When you wish t: open acheck acconn
Oover.

t or make a change, call and see us and talk it

Ouraim is to give prompt and accurate service. and we are always glad to see you.
Officers and Directors

A.L. BAILEY, Presi“ent,

JOHN T RITCHIE, Treasurer,
. R DENSMORE, We#t Burke,
. N.STEVENS. North Crafrsbury.,
. G. TURNEBULL, Bartoa Leanding,

GEO. P. BLAIR. Viee-Presidenr,
GILBERT E. WOODS, Asst Treasurer,
JAMES RITCHIE St Johnshury,
HORACE W. BAILEV, Newoury,
F.W.BILSEY, Lyndonville,

TOWN OFFICERS

We trust. you will prepare your copy
as early as possible for printing in the

TOWN REPORTS

and we will do the rest..

The MONITOR Job depariment is fully equipped
"~ to print. town reports satisfactorily.

y
lr.-‘
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